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What Makes For Good Television 


"So what's that one do?" 


"Who's this for, does anyone ever bring you anything really weird? You never tell me about your work, | ask 


you how your day was and you just shrug at me." 


"Annnnnd you're still gluing wires together. Is it all this, must get mighty boring after a while. Maybe | can 
change that-" 


"Kasim, I'd rather you not distract me while I'm trying to work, I'm having a hard enough time as it is," Todd 


hunched over the tape player he was currently dicking around in with a soldering tool. 


Kasim leaned forward trying to get a better peek at what he was doing, blocking out the scant light overhead 
long enough for Todd to succeed in badly singing himself. He swore loudly, shaking his hand then shoving his 
fingers in his mouth and sucking hard. "You want to help me, get me some ice," Todd shot daggers at Kasim 
who quickly slunk towards the fridge until they were interrupted by a phone ringing. 


"Are you gonna pick it up, it might be your mother, or a telemarketer." 


Shutting the freezer door, he hustled towards the receiver, tucking it between his shoulder and cheek. "Hello? 
This is uh Kasim Sulton, if you're calling for Todd he's a little... indisposed at the moment." 


‘Oh, well can you relay this to him soon as he's available- this is Vince from NYMYNN, we're having some.. 
technical difficulties. Last night on location, someone, or something attacked our camerapeople, ended up pretty 
much destroying our equipment- and you know that stuff ain't cheap! | get if you're busy, you can probably 
take a look at the cameras later, we've still got one back at the station that wasn't damaged, but..." 


There was a pause as he took a tired breath, unsure of how to proceed. "There was some footage we 
salvaged, we want you to take a look at it.. | probably sound crazy to anybody else, I'm sorry- what was it, 
Kassie? But | heard about your- Todd's side business as some sort of a paranormal investigator? Anyways if 
you could look into this itd be worth the insurance money to have you come out and maybe even get some 


evidence behind what really happened back there." 


Something he overheard must have piqued Todd's attention, because his injury for a moment was completely 
forgotten as he rushed over, snatching the phone from Kasim before either of them could hang up. 
"Absolutely, I'll be right over there. You can count on it” 


As he hung up Kasim stared imploringly. "So does this mean | can come along? You never know when youll need 


your secretary to ice a finger or manipulate the forces of darkness." 


"My day job's super tedious, plus chances are this is just the work of some teenage punks or if we're going 
for the truly monstrous, maybe a bear- do you know how often Bigfoot or the Grim or Mothman, Werewolf, 


Jersey Devil, yadda yadda yadda turns out to be just a black bear?" 


"Bears, truly the greatest cryptid of them all," Kasim whispered in awe. "Please, | just wanna check it out, you 
never take me anywhere.. Besides, this is a tv station, how is that not cooll? Just think, | could be on tv... a 


star... me." 


"| don't know if they've made the switch to digital, this is a local news station not Hollywood," Todd muttered, 
"Don't get your hopes up.” 


Kasim sunk at this but he'd more or less come to terms with his ‘rare medical condition wow isn't that 
somethin’ | don't know what to tell ya’. "You know... you've been wrong before, I'd pack a bag, just in case. God 


you've got so much shit in your room," he called followed by a series of clunks, "Let's see, rope, always need 


rope, first aid kit, flashlights, not all of us can see in the dark, GORP- hey Todd what do Bigfoots eaf" 


"Ask yourself what a 800 pound gorilla eats," Todd deadpanned. "..Anything it wants. Listen Kasim | appreciate 


your enthusiasm but-" 


"Buuuuuuuut, you need me, you're just afraid to admit it. Here, granola, craisins, apple chips, sunflower seeds, 


and thai curry peanuts, can't fight monsters on an empty stomach." 


‘I'd be more concerned about the monster's stomach than mine but thanks | guess... Fine, you can come with 


me. 
"Yes! Now | don't have to pay for my own taxi." 
"You were going to come anyways." 


"Of course. You can't tell me anything.” 


Dont touch that knob 


Life moves fast, don't let it pass you by. 

We're coming to you with local stories, hard hitting journalism, hardworking reporters, the latest on technology, 
psychology, sociology pathology biology ecology, economics- trends, turns, twists, takes, updates on the cold 
war, the cola war, east, west, middle east, middle west, those left of the middle and those left behind, sports 
fans? We got that too. Celebrities, everymen, your neighbors, our heroes, criticism, skepticism, realism, 
revolution, observation, recitation, delegation, dissertations, dialogues, declarations, duologues, diatribes- these 
are words with a d! Articulate announcements, assertions, explanations, editorials, emotions, exclamations!-and 


to think, you can get it all right here. 

lm Fee Waybill, you're watching New York Media, your news network. What do you want from life? 
"Annnd cut. That's a wrap." 

"Break's in five minutes everyone," a voice called. 

The unanimous reply, "Thank you five." 


"Hey careful around that camera, we don't need to have to replace another one of those monsters," a tech 


swore waving a sandwich of folders at them. 


A disaffected writer rolled her eyes, "What was that bumper, | swear we're going to have to make bigger cue 


cards for you. Or find a replacement anchor who's actually smart without the ass." 


Another crewmate clapped the two of them on the shoulder as she stepped in to tidy up/shoo them out, "Hey, 
go ahead and take lunch early so we can have some buffer to set up for the next clip-" 


Fee weaved through the studio outside, lighting up a cigarette from the carton in his breast pocket. As he 
exhaled a billow of smoke across the lot, he watched a Camaro pull up that had so many dents and scratches 
on it it looked like it had been chewed up and spit out- was that a bullet hole? They parked the car and two 
men made their way towards the staff entrance, getting caught up with the security before they buzzed 


someone inside and the guards eventually let them in. 


While walking in armed to the teeth may have made good first impressions for potential clients, Todd, and by 
extension, Kasim, were here purely on legitimate business for now and didn't need to be weighed down with 
unnecessary equipment given all the gear Todd did have to bring in to play operation For now, magic swords 
stayed in the trunk. You couldn't just leave shit like that laying around in your back either, somebody'd break 


in, steal the sword, and then you had a robber with a magic sword to worry about too. 


The front desk was usually wo-manned by Shandi, but given as he'd cut to the chase this time around, Mr. 
Rundgren's favorite secretary was not given the opportunity to be reminded of the time he did bring the 
sword. There weren't any good excuses as to why he had it, but for his affirmation, he still had the sword, 
unlike some naive suckers who might forget a silver crossbow or platinum nunchucks in the passenger seat. 
Instead, the gregarious man who'd introduced himself as Vince over the phone greeted by the bay, his long 
curly red hair and beard and funky sunglasses out of place with the subdued grey suit several of the men and 


women walked about the newsroom in. 


"Hi, | take it you're Todd? Thanks for coming, it's-" he glanced at Kasim then lowered his voice for them, "I 
know it's a bit embarrassing, calling about monsters but.. | think we've recovered some of the footage, and | 
know it's rough, ok it's a total crapshoot, but something just doesn't sit right with me. | don't know what my 
eyes are telling me but my gut says whatever that attacked the cameramen in the woods last night definitely 


wasn't human" 


Let's check the tape and make sure. Even if it is, you still were right to call me instead of the police." Todd 


stated crossing his arms. 


"Well, yeah. Even if they actually did something about this, | don't think they know anything about cameras. - 
Just head back into materials, there should be a monitor available to play it back on in there already on the 


table." 


Todd and Kasim moved through the rooms, mostly cleared out for lunch, a few stragglers hanging behind or 
getting ready to head out. One of them approached, a harried man with a bird's nest of jet black hair carrying 
a mug of jet black coffee which probably tasted like it smelled, the fumigatory stench of a pot that had been 
brewing nonstop since time immemorial just barely masking an americano which had been heavily irished. "Oh 
Mr. Rundgren, you're here. Thank god you're here. Not that | know why.. But I'm sure it's very important or 
why else would you be here." he spoke breathlessly turning his scant attention towards Kasim, "Who's the kid?" 


"This is my assistant, Kasim," Todd addressed him. 

Kasim scowled for a second but that was probably the best descriptor of his relation, at least for the 
moment. The man extended a meaty hand, juggling the mug to his other and tucking it against his chest. "Bill- 
Spooner, I'm the producer for the station, writer.. director.. coffee boy.. by the way do you want me to get 
you anything to drink?" 


Wrinkling his nose at the contents of the cup Kasim declined though he had been stifling a few yawns on the 


way over- what with working the graveyard shift, usually around this time he'd gone to sleep. Todd on the 
other hand was just waking up while most of the crew here had been up and at it for hours, having largely 
gotten up at the crack of satan's ass to talk about who shot who over a misspelled souvenir keychain in the 


parking lot of a T/L 


"Sure" Todd accepted the invitation, and he rushed off to go make him another cup of joe, presumably 'joe' 
had also been entrapped in the la brea tarpits for several hundred millennia. This was the kind of coffee 
described as ‘to put hairs on your chest although when Todd took his first sip (no cream one sugar) and felt 
the searing sludgy pain crawl down the inside of his ribcage, he was almost definite what little chest hair he'd 
had was now singed off from the inside. On the inside they called that first degree burns. 


"Wow," he coughed. "I think... I'll pass actually. More of a tea man" 


A safe distance away, he poured his mug into an unsuspecting office plant then carelessly set it on a shelf, to 
henceforth accumulate others’ until reaching critical mass. "You'd think Sputnik was trying to kill me, maybe 
he's in league with the ‘monster’." 


"Sputnik?" Kasim pieced the name back to the man he'd just met. 
‘Oh, yeah. Sputnik Spooner, he's a, bit of a space case." 


"| gathered." Kasim harrumphed and found the materials room where another man was already waiting for 
them, fussing with a camera- or rather what had been a camera-shaped object once upon a time. The screen 
flickered and spat lines and shapes as he struggled to plug in a cable until it finally got in and the view solidified 
into a static~y blur of something huge and dark and much closer than it would've appeared. "Christ," Todd 
muttered, "If that is human somebody's been eating their wheaties." 


Prairie, who'd by now known Todd for a while, introduced by similar mundane pursuits and definitely not 
monsters, looked up and rewinded the tape as far as it would go. "Sorry if this is all we got. Steen and Gator 


don't get in into evening and | can't tell you much, it all happened so fast" 
"Did anyone get hurt?" Kasim glanced at the cuts on the man's arms and face. 
"These oh, no not apart from a few scratches," Prairie shook his head. 


"Well that's a relief," Todd mumbled, watching the screen intently, the harsh contrast of the lamp mounted on 
the camera bouncing off the trees and figures making it difficult to make out anything in the shadows which 
formed abstract shapes like the darkness inside his eyelids. The sound of footsteps in the leaf litter stopped, 
someone speaking ‘thought | heard something’, the camera swivels around a blur passes up ahead, shouting, a 
loud noise, the capture is too shaky here, another noise, and the camera drops onto the ground, another shape 
approaches but mostly its just the illuminated bony trunks. There's a struggle, the camera is picked up again 
hastily, and you can almost make out the subject- huge, dark, but it makes a noise that triggers the primitive 
flight or fight portion of the brain, and a hand lashes forward. The feed cuts out. 


Sitting back heavily, Todd let out a weak whistle. "Yeeeeeeah, okay. That settles things. We need to check this 
spot out tonight, before whatever it is becomes a problem and people start getting hurt." 


"YES!" Kasim cheered, "Finally something fun. Can | borrow the sword, please please please please please the 
sword." 


"My real cursed sword?" 

Prairie looked puzzled, "Wait what's this about a cursed sword? Why would you have a real sword?" 
‘Sometimes a scalpel don't cut it, now are you coming with us? Swords can be provided." 

"Sure | guess but | don't see why I'd still need a sword." 

Fine no sword then, see who else here feels strongly about real swords.’ 

| can try and get everyone else who was out in the woods last night, | can't even remember why we were out 
there in the first place by now but this- this is a real story. No doubt they'd want in on it. Fighting monsters 
with..." 

"Cursed swords." 


"Anyways, great for ratings. Hard-hitting journalism. I'll grab Fee and Vi." 


‘Oh no not him.." Todd moaned following after, "You don't have to tell him anything, I'm just saying if somebody 
accidentally gets killed and it happens to be him you can't say | didn't warn you." 


"Is that a threat?" 
‘Lets just get out of here" 


Todd stormed past while Kasim lollygagged a bit, still waiting for his personalized tour of the studio. "Oh boys," 
their weatherperson stopped them in a smoky voice, “If you're going out do make sure you bring an umbrella, 


this weekend's forecast says its going to be incredibly wet Wet WET. AA" 


Kasim didn't know why but for some reason this report left him strangely horny. Their anchorman on the 
other hand gave him no such strange feelings, apart from marked annoyance from his loud abrasive cocksure 
arrogance. "Oh finally you're here!" he shouted waving a still lit cigarette, "Listen buddy you better not charge 
by the hour because | want those cameras back in tip top condition by tomorrow! We have a show to run 
here and | can't deal with this this sort of unprofessionalism y'hear!?" 


Todd pulled an exasperated face. "I'd be lucky just to get one fixed by the end of the week, the other, l'm not 


so sure | can use it for much other than spare parts. First they said busted then they said shattered- If 


you'll excuse me | have other things to do right now." 


"What the hell are we even paying you for then? I'm a busy man, if | wanted two broken cameras | would have 
done this myself. Now about tonight | don't want anyone screwing things up again, especially you, so don't even 


think about suing or anything when someone gets eaten 
"I wish somebody was that lucky," Todd growled under his breath. 


The second of their party would make herself known shortly thereafter, her sexuality entered the room 
before she did- oozing or dripping or whatever all profligately. Kasim spotted a woman, who would've been 
harder not to notice- in tall chunky heels, a massive hairdo, and an exceptionally low cut shirt which reminded 
him and every other gynosexual individual in a mile radius she was also exceptionally.. um pretty. But this 
wasn't the reason he couldn't stop staring, she seemed oddly familiar, well, apart from probably seeing her on 


tv all the time or guest starring on Reuben's Romp Room or something or another. Somewhere else. 


His companion on the other hand seemed VERY familiar, toddly enough, and rushed over to receive an 
uncharacteristically enthusiastic hug, or grope. Hard to tell. "Oh my gawd Todd! It's so good to see you again! 
Hell it's been, years, it has to bel” 


"Really! How are you liking the new job?" he beamed ear to ear. 


"Ohh terrible!" she warned, "Not a full week on it and I'm already having flashbacks. | told Vince the PR guy all 


about last night, can you believe it!?" 


So that's how he'd found out about him, well it helped to have someone on the inside he supposed. Prairie was 
there to call if they ever needed a handyman and now he had Cassandra if they ever needed a big game 
hunter. That was the good thing about cryptids, you couldn't get in trouble for endangered species act 
violations if nobody was sure they really existed, though he justified his actions with the fact they were also 
incredibly dangerous and usually ‘started fights’. He ended them. Bears fell slightly out of his jurisdiction. You'd 
have to call a bear cop or more likely a bear vigilante for that though in the yellow pages you ran the risk of 
accidentally hiring a cop who was a bear, rather than the other way around. That's why it really mattered 
who you knew in this town, not that he had anything against bears, of course. 


"Yeah, we're going out again tonight to try and find this thing. l'd really like to have you come along too if you 
don't mind reliving the old days." 


‘For you, of course.” 


"Ohthankgod, | was worried for a minute you guys were going to strand me with Fee. I'd take a monster over 


him any day... 


"Awh, he's not so bad, when you get to know him at least." 


"| do, and turns out he's even worse." 


"What are you girls gossiping about now?" speak of the devil, Mr. Waybill butted in. "I take it you've met my 
lovely cohost? Nice piece of ass huh." 


"He sure is," she replied, "We're actually old friends. Used to um, work together.” 


"Mhm and we're back in the business, Fee, pack a flashlight and an extra pair of underwear, we're going on a 


hunt" 
"You're kidding right?" he blinked. 


"Two pairs of underwear." 


